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WRITTEN  WITH  A PENCIL,

Standing by the Fall of Fyers^ near Loch-JVess,

AMONG the heathy hills and ragged woods
The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods;
Till full he dashes on the rocky mounds,
Where, thro' a shapeless breach, his stream re-
sounds.

As high in air the bursting torrents flow,
As deep recoiling surges foam below,
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet de-
scends,
And viewless echo's"ear, astonish'd, rends.

Dim-seen,*